THE FUTURE IS NOT FOR US

Lean close, lean closer to my breast.'*
And I shall never put aside
The Silver Bride.
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THE FUTURE IS NOT FOR US

THE future is not for us, though we can set up
Our barriers, rest in our dead-embered
Sphere, till we come to pause over our last loving-cup
With death.   We are dismembered
Into a myriad broken shadows,
Each to himself reflected in a splinter of that glass
Which we once knew as cosmos, and the close         10
Of our long progress is hinted by the crass
Fogs creeping slow and darkly
From out the middle west.   We can humanize.,
We can build new temples for the body,
Set our intellect to tilt against the spies
Of fortune, call this Chance or that Fate,
Estimate the logical worth of" it may depend .. .",
But we know that we are at the gate
Leading out of the path

Which was to be an Amen having neither beginning
nor end.                                                           20

It was said, " Take no thought for the morrow " ;

Better, truly, to take no thought of to-day.

For we are bankrupt indeed if we cannot borrow

At least an expectation of future pay.

Remains then but to seize

Each one alone, his smoky taper

And climb the stairs, knowing each step in the rear

Has crumplecl beneath like tissue paper,

Disclosing the blue-black inkblot

Of vacuity beneath our sinking knees ;                   30
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